CHAPTER VIII

AMERICA THE  UNREAL

Los Angeles > February > 1932,

AMONG the uninformed there exists a belief that
America is a land where matter is everywhere
triumphant over spirit, a land of hard facts, rock
bottoms, brass tacks and other insoluble entities,
with a people to correspond, I have come to the
conclusion that there is nothing insoluble about
America except her "problems." At least I
often have a feeling to that effect, which some
psychologists might consider a religious
experience, perhaps with as much reason as they
have for classifying certain other queer sensations
under that heading.

As I view the sights and hear the sounds of this
country I feel at times that I am walking perilously
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on the edge of Nothing, that the touch of a passing
angel's wing is all that is needed to precipitate the
surrounding tumult, and me along with it, into
the abyss of Nothingness, leaving only America's
problems as solid facts, to testify that America
once existed. In Los Angeles that feeling has
come over me with a peculiar poignancy. On my
communicating it to a friend in the city he sug-
gested medical treatment, and named a local
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